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Clothes Make The Man 

Buy a SUIT and OVERCOAT at 

SHARP MEN’S SHOP 

and be a SHARP man 


Made to Order 

Suits $15.00 up 

National Ave. & 8th St. 

Hats and - - 
Furnishings 

National City, Cal. 

LEATHER GOODS 

make most 

acceptable and sensible 

HOLIDAY GIFTS 

Sun Diego Trunk i Bag Co. 

1056 Fifth St. 

Fisk Tires 

Monogram Oil 

Tire Repairing 
Storage Batteries Recharged 

AUTO TIRE COMPANY 

5th St. at A SAN DIEGO 

MOORE’S Non=leakable 

FOUNTAIN PENS 

make your School work easy. 
TRY ONE 

and return it if not satisfactory 

KELLER 
THE DRUGGIST 

National City, Cal. 

Owner of Telephones 

T1 i 1 h»rout TheTraet Home 3«67 

JlllltieSl Beautiful Main 4402 

and EAST HILLCREST 

Hillcrest Company 

REAL ESTATE 

Builders Investments 

Retail and Wholesale 

Lumber and Building Materials 

5th and University, SAN DIEGO 


Homeland Building Co. 

Building Haterial 

P. S. In years to come when you boys and girls get ready for that home, come 
and see us. 
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G. A. BOULETTE 

Successor to D. SOWARD 


Full Line STAPLE and FANCY 


GROCERIES 


Prices Reasonable 


Both Phones: 


Sunset Nat*l 110W 
Home 483 


Tennis Goods 


Foot Ball Outfits 


The Cycle & Arms Co. 

BYCYCLES AND 
SPORTING GOODS 

1317 E St. between Fourth and Fifth Sts. 


Athletic Clothing 


Base Ball Supplies 


We know you will be glad, not because it is us, but because it 
is our line. All good things comes to them who wait, we have 
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Residence Office 

S. S. NATIONAL 167-J S. S. NATIONAL 264-J 


J. N. WEISSER, 


E. W. DAVIS, 

Contractor and Builder 

Plans and Estimates Furnished 
Homes Built on Easy Terms 


Harley Davidson Motorcycles 
Appeal Bicycles 
Repairing and Accessories 
Athletic Goods 


Residence 18th ST. and H AVE. 

NATIONAL CITY, CAL. 


Tenth Street and National Avenue 


LANGFORD HARDWARE & IMPL Co. 

Successor to CHUBB^LANQFORD Co. 


( Pacific Nat’l 274 Ninth St. & National Ave. 

(Home NatM 223 National City, California 


The CHULA VISTA LUMBER CO. 

The NATION AL LUMBER & MILL Co. 
and YOURSELF 


can make the territory south of San Diego the most prosperous 
district in the County. 

Keep your money with the local dealer, by trading at home. 


CHX830a000OC82OCeX85OC&930CH 

I H. M. WADE & CO. j 

| GROCERIES I 

g Phone Nat’l 101=W National City, Cal. | 
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E. G. TARR Phone Nat’I 66-J 

National Auto & Machine Shop 

FORD AGENCY 

Pennsylvania Tires a Specialty. Aluminum 
Brazing, and Repairing in all its Branches 

11th Street and National Avenue National City, California 


Ice Cream Sodas Candy 

When hungry for them things, let us feed you. We have 
delicious ice cream, cold sodas, and candy that tastes for another 
piece. 

We also have school books, magazines and stationery. You 
may need some library paste, pencils, ink, etc., in your school 
work. Give us a call. 

THE COZY CORNER, 

L. B. Brodhead, Prop. Peoples Nat. Bank Bldg. 


“Come In And Browsie Around” 

AT THE 

BOOK-LOVfRS’ SHOP 

F. W. VAN BUSKIRK, PROP. 

Books - Stationery - Periodicals 

5th & C Sts., s. w. Corner San Diego 

Small as well as Large accounts welcomed 

4 per cent Interest on Time Deposits 

Safe Deposit Boxes to Rent 

NATIONAL CITY STATE BANK 

National City, California. 

(commercial) 

CAPITAL - $25,000.00 


been good waiters, and the good things are here, College Pennants, 
College Streamers, Fraternity Pennants, Armbands, Badges, Pil- 
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Bditorial 


T HE school year being but fairly begun, the societies, athletic 
teams, and orchestra having scarcely completed their organ¬ 
izations. anything said editorially in this, our first issue of 
the “Red and Gray.’’ can do little more than to state our aim as a 
paper. Our ideals are high, of course. We expect to make ours the 
best paper ever published by National City High. How near we will 
came to reaching that high mark, depends on the harmonious co¬ 
operation of all, not on the Editorial Staff, not on the Student Body 
or Faculty. Every student now enrolled in the High School should 
feel a personal responsibility for the success or failure of the “Red 
and Gray” this year. Students should be willing to contribute ma¬ 
terial for whatever department their work is best qualified. 

Equally as important as factors in the success of a school paper 
are the literary and the financial phases of it. It takes money to 
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publish a successful paper, and it is because of a lack of funds and 
good financial management that school papers often “ shipwreck/ ’ 
Let us take warning and see how our finances stand, before we make 
contracts for publishing our papers. We count largely, of course, 
on the support of the merchants of our town, and we feel very 
grateful to them, for the support they have already given us this 
year. Because of the dry season that we have just had, and the 
prevailing hard times, the outlook up to the present has not been very 
bright, but since the rain, everything is looking more cheerful. We 
hope that this will have a decided effect on the paper, and on all 
school organizations, and the energy and life that it has infused in 
the students will give them more spirit. 


Note: Tn explanation as to the appearance of the pictures of 
the class of 1913, we might say that this class, greatly to its disap¬ 
point ment, was unable to issue their commencement paper. We are, 
therefore, only to glad to honor them with space in our first issue of 
the “Bed nnd Gray. M 


Cbe Class of 1913 



Mary Allen 









THE RED AND GRAY 











THE RED AND GRAY 



Olive Donohue 


Eula Johnson 
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George Gowan 


Mark Beck 


Lowell Howe 
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Ernest Huey 


Ella Billings 


ft 

Elnora Ball 


Genevieve Austin 








LITERARY 


Tb c Realization of the Last Hope 


By Mark L. Beck, 13. 


The afternoon sun heat down hotly on the bare rocks of the 
mountain side. Harvey Sherman, a “camera hunter/’ toiled slowly 
up the overgrown, tangled path which had, apparently, been un¬ 
used for several years. Hoping to get some good views from the 
mountain peak, he pushed onward for about two hours more. His 
trail, at last, led him along a narrow ledge of rock, on a cliff face. 
Following it along he passed around a rock, which jutted out, and 
| came to an open space. There were distinct signs of human labor. 

I Stretching down the mountain side was a long slide of broken rock, 

evidently the ‘dump” of some prospector’s mine. After viewing 
this for some time, Harvey moved on and came to the mouth of a 
tunnel, low and narrow, apparently as little rock as possible having 
been removed to make an opening. 

Must have known what he was after and been in a hurry to 
get in,” mused Harvey, as he moved into the dark recess. The air 
was foul, and he soon returned. Finding a continuation of the 
path, he retraced his steps to where he could again ascend toward 
the mountain top. As he started to climb up the rough, rocky slope, 
he glanced down the path, which wound its way down among the 
rocks, finally losing itself among the brush, 
i “Wonder where I’d land if I followed that path,” he said to 

himself. Then, out of curiosity, he turned and walked down the 
path, stopping at times to cut his way through the dense chaparrall. 

“How Uncle Roger would have enjoyed this,” he thought. A 
tear trickled down his cheek as he remembered the old man, with his 
samples of rock and strange stories of the mountains. He wondered, 
then, what might have become of him since he left one day and hur- 
- ried toward Alaska, where he had heard of vast, new territory in a 

new gold district. He had not been so very old either, but his con¬ 
stant exposure to the elements had made him turn rather gray. 

Dismissing those thoughts from his mind, he pushed on his way, 
forgetting his purpose at times in his curiosity to know what obstacle 
would come next. At last, pushing through a bank of epsecially 
thick brush, he came upon a clearing, among a group of oak trees. 
A small cabin stood on the hank of a brook that ran bubbling softly 















THE RED AND GRAY 


over the rocks. Brush and grass had grown up around the closed 
door and offered no little resistance, as Harvey pushed at the heavy 
oak structure. It gave way, however, and he found his way into the 
room. Coming from the bright sunlight, he could not see at iirst. 
But, as his vision cleared, he started, and then leaped back through 
the open door. Something, which looked like a human form, sat in 
a chair and sprawled across the table. What was it, and how did 
it get there? Was it a human being? Was it dead, or alive? 

These thoughts raced through Harvey’s mind as he stood, be¬ 
wildered, out in the falling afternoon light. Plucking up courage, 
he went back, and forcing the door wide open, he stepped cautiously 
in. There lay a figure of a man, or what seemed to be one, seated in 
a chair and leaning on the table, as if he had fallen asleep. Closer 
inspection showed that it was the skeleton of a human, which had re¬ 
mained untouched and undisturbed, for two or three years. 

llarvey viewed the spectacle with awe for a few minutes and 
then turned his attention to the other things about the room. A 
box in one corner had served for a cupboard. In another hung a 
coat, dusty and worm-eaten. But he was not one to be interested 
with all this, and after a few minutes, closed the door and hastened 
away. He camped that night about a mile farther down the little 
valley. However, in the morning, for some reason, he could not 
dismiss the thoughts of the little cabin. 

lie began to think, “What caused the fellow’s death? Did he 
get disgusted and poison himself?” He thought this might be so, 
and remembered seeing some bottles standing on the table. If he’d 
killed himself, though, there would have been some struggle in the 
agonies of death; but the corpse lay as if he had died asleep. 

All these ideas chased one another through his mind, 
so he resolved to go back. It was with more con¬ 
fidence, yet with some awe, that he again entered the cabin.- To 
dispell some of the desolation of the place, he threw open all of the 
hinged shutters, which served as windows. He tried to walk natur¬ 
ally and with a firm tread, but in spite of himself, he tiptoed his way 
quietly as if fearing to disturb some one. At first, he was rather 
confused and could not decide where to begin his course of inspec¬ 
tion. Then, collecting himself, he walked over to the table and, 
picking up the bottles, examined each in turn. Ilis slight study of 
mineralogy showed him that the bottles contained chemicals com¬ 
monly used in tests for gold and silver. Near one hand of the body 
a piece of rock lay. lie picked this up and glanced at it. Small, 
bright specks showed through its surface, untarnished by the ele¬ 
ments for some unknown length of time. As lie stood there, looking 
at it, he forgot where he was, and his mind pictured a rich gold mine 
being opened and developed under his name. But, as his surround¬ 
ings gradually came back to him, he jerked himself together with 
an exclamation of horror, and the words seemed to ring in his ear: 
“You wouldn’t rob the dead, would you?” Laying the sample down 
with almost reverent care, he again looked about the room. This time 
he turned his attention to the old overcoat. Taking it into the light 
he removed the contents of the pockets, placing them on the table. 
As he drew to the light the contents of the last pocket, he gasped, 
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stepped back, and the coat, slipping from his hand, dropped to the 
floor with a slight metalic rattle. Drawing his hand across his eyes, 
he looked again at wtiat his tense trembling hand held. Yes, there 
was no mistake, it was the hand engraved, silver match case he had 
worked out for his uncle, long ago. Turning it over, as if to dispel 
all possible doubt, he found the initials, “R. V. S.,” which he had 
proudly watched the jeweler cut into the white me.al. But, looking 
again toward the owner of the cabin, he immediately convinced 
that it was not the body of his uncle. This man had been much 
shorter and heavier built. More puzzled than ever, yet wi.h less awe, 
and more excitement, he went to the papers he had drawn from the 
coat. The ink was faded, but the hand writing could be made out. 
As he had expected, he found one, bearing the handwriting of Roger 
Sherman, and addressed to Mr. Henry McAdams. Pulling out the 
contents, he read: 

“ Dear Henry: 

“By the time this letter reaches you, I will be gone from this 
earth. I accidentally overheard one of the doctors speaking to the 
nurse. 1 will have my one or two personal belongings forwarded to 
you, after my departure. You have been a faithful friend to me, 
since I first met you, so 1 want to make one more request. I know 
you won’t refuse. 1 wish that you would write to my father in 
Virginia and tell them of my death. 

"Well, Henry, old friend, my arm is growing weaker, and I 
must say farewell. 

“Yours as ever, 

“R. SHERMAN.” 

Harvey’s cheek w\is wet as he laid the short missive aside. He 
wondered why he had never received news of his uncle’s death. 
Musing, he ran over the other papers, when, to his surprise, he saw 
his own name and address whitten across an envelope, stamped and 
ready for posting. Hastily opening it he began to figure. It was 
written in pencil, and in many places was hard to make out. What 
be figured out w r as: 

1 ‘ Harvey: 

“It grieves me greatly to have to tell you that your Uncle 
Roger, my best friend, has passed out of this life, which has been 
so full of interest for him. From wdiat 1 have been able to gather, 
he was thrown from a horse over a bank, and fatally injured. Ilis 
last request was that I tell you of his death. 

* * * * * * * * % 

“We have worked the old claim together for several years, but if 
I get no results within a month, I am going to leave. If, however 
it deevlops into something worth while, you are your uncle’s nephew'’ 
and are entitled to his interest. It’s getting late now, and I must 
test some rock. 

“Yours truly, 

“HENRY McADAMS. 

Now at last the mystery was solved. He heard a sigh of relief as 
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he realized that his old uncle was no longer subjected to the hard¬ 
ships of a prospector, and the continual exposure to all kinds of con¬ 
ditions. Rising, he picked up the coat which he had dropped, and, 
as he did so, his uncle’s watch dropped from the pocket. Putting 
everything back where he found it, he quietly closed the door and 
walked down to his camp of the night before. 

lie now saw that Henry had died, not by poison or any other 
such means, but his hopes being suddenly realized, his expectations 
of years being suddenly realized, overcome by joy, relief, and fatigue 
of long exposure, he had died happily and without care. 

Harvey lost no time in telegraphing his family, who arrived 
later. The remains of McAdams were removed to a grave on the 
mountainside, beneath a huge oak Iree—he had long before expressed 
a desire to be buried in his home, the mountains. 

Machinery was put into the tunnel up on the mountain vside, and 
for many years the “Last Hope” continued to turn out wealth, 
which, for several generations, made conmortable and happy two 
families, the McAdams and the Shermans. 


Sidelights on the phoenix Race 


Edgar Boal, 15. 


Bright and early Monday morning, Nov. 3, almost the entire 
population of San Diego was awake and stirring. Old men, gray¬ 
haired women, young men, young women, boys, girls and babies, 
all were of one mind, to see Ihe Phoenix racers go through San 
Diego. The course, not only in San Diego, but well out into the 
suburbs, was lined with people, in all kinds of conveyances, and on 
foot. 

There was special interest in this race because there were so 
many San Diego cars and drivers entered. For several days the 
principal topic had been the races, not only in the news¬ 
papers, but all around town. “Wild Bill” Carlson had been the 
favorite among San Diego men; while among Los Angeles men the 
far-famed Barney Oldfield was. Of course every driver had his coterie 
of followers, but as a general rule, Carlson was picked to win. 

I stationed myself at the turn by the Normal School, and spent 
my time watching the scores of machines which were going to ad¬ 
vantageous points along the way. People were passing me in almost 
a solid line, in new machines, in old battered wrecks, horseback, in 
driving rigs, on bicycles and on foot. 

I had just decided that I would have to wait about twenty min¬ 
utes at the least, before the racers would come, when I heard the 
crowd began to yell, and No. 4, Locomobile, driven by 01 in Davis of 
Coronado, came shooting around the turn, up the hill and out of sight 
before I had recovered from my surprise. Davis paid no attention 
to the crowd, but tended strictly to business in hand. About half a 
minute later “Wild Bill” Carlson came into view, and passed on as 
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though he were sent for. Then Barney Oldfield, in Simplex No. 7, 
chewing on the end of a black cigar, slid half way around the cor¬ 
ner. Before the car was fairly on the road again, Barney 
opened the throttle wide and fairly flew up the hill, making enough 
noise for a whole flock of shotguns in action. There was great ex¬ 
citement when four cars came along about fifteen seconds apart. 
These were the Buick No. 9, Blue Midget No. 17, Mercer No. 25, 
Buick No. 19. They went by so fast that you would no more than get 
your eye on one than another one would pass. In the midst of great- 
yelling and tooting of horns, the Reverend Earl Schnack, in his 
little Ford No. 26, came bouncing and jumping along, Schnack’s 
mechanician hanging on for dear life. That right reverend gentle¬ 
man was driving like Jehu. 

Oldfield made the best time to San Diego, beating Carlson’s time 
by nine minutes and the previous record by 28 minutes, incidentally 
winning a side bet of $2000. Olin Davis also made a record from 
Los Angeles to Phoenix, time 18 hours, 50 minutes, making an aver¬ 
age of a little over 80 miles per hour. 

Of the twenty-four cars starting from Los Angeles, eighteen 
reached San Diego, fourteen got as far as Yuma, and but nine reached 
Phoenix. The other fifteen were left in various conditions along 
the road. In spite of the number of wrecks, no one was killed, and 
but very few badly hurt. The owner of the winning locomobile 
says that there are three things that make the winner, car, driver, 
and luck. Great pluck was shown by the drivers in the way they 
kept their cars in the race. For istance, the Blue Midget, driven 
by W. A. Folcke, had a broken stearing trunckle, and to fix it the 
mechanician used his screw driver for a bolt. If this screw driver had 
dropped out, Folcke perhaps would have gone into the ditch. An¬ 
other case was that of Jack Rice, whose car turned turtle between 
Yuma and Phoenix, injuring his mechanician. Rice, with the help 
of some Mexicans, got his machine on the road again, and continued 
in the race, winning fourth place. 

This is the fourth year the Phoenix race has been held. The 
course this year was from Los Angeles to San Diego, from there over 
mountain grades and across desert sands to Yuma, where the cars 
were held over night. The next morning they were sent over the 
last leg of the course to Phoenix, Arizona, making a total of 574 
miles. 

There was no lack of interest in this race, because the cars were 
so well bunched, and there were no long waits. One strange thing 
happened; some telephone men, who were repairing a line along 
the course, worked all the morning until after the racers had gone 
by to finish a little repair work at the top of some poles which over 
looked the course. 

The results of this race show that the machines now days have 
greater stamina than those of a few years ago, because the time this 
year was much better than that made in any race previous to this one 
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Kidnapped 

Eunice Orcutt, ’16. 

A graceful white figure flitted out into the moonlight. She was 
slender and fair, and her eyes were wonderful and soft in the light of 
the moon. 

This beautiful creature tripped daintily along the lane, every 
now and then stopping to listen to the sleepy crickets, and the far¬ 
away howl of the coyotes. She was very happy, for she had not a 
single care in the world, so every once in a while her walk broke into 
a run. 

Suddenly, the stillness of the night was broken by the sound 
of wagon wheels behind her. She turned her curly head and saw a 
queer wagon being drawn up beside the road. A tall, rough-looking 
man stepped out and came toward her through the shadows. She 
began to run. Faster and faster she ran towards a neighbor’s home, 
the dark figure ever pursuing. 

Hut it could not last long. Her legs were short, her breath 
would give out, and ‘‘Ki Yi! Ki Yi!” The poundman had her. 


Ballad 


Marjorie Austin, ’15. 

Tie was a Freshman, young and green 
lie had a smile which stayed serene. 

Yet troubles oft came by his way 
For he was fresh and smart and gay. 

The first day of his school career 
He would not mind a Sophie, dear, 

IIis punishment seemed harsh to him, 

TIis ’mentor’s face too hard and grim. 

Yet lessons hard, this youth did learn 
And soon his wayward ways did turn, 

Till everyone he did surpass 
And now he’s in the Junior class. 

There’s hope for you, my Freshman friend 
If you, your greenness will amend 
For you a Junior will become 
And be revered by every one. 
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MORALIZINGS OF A SENIOR. 

(Dedicated to Freshmen) 

The day was warm and sunny, 

With a breeze slightly stirring the trees. 

As a little girl in the first grade 
Sat learning her a b c’s. 

The task was dreary and toilsome, 

And her poor little head ached so! 

“How nice it would be to be grown up 
And know all that Senior should know!” 

Eight years later,—she’s now a young Freshman, 
And is working away just as hard 

On her algebra and her history, 

To make some good marks on her card. 

And she still looks up to the Seniors 
And thinks how fine it would be 

To be on the “Ex. Committee,” 

Or some other of high degree. 

The night—it is cold and moonlit 
And the hour is growing late, 

As this same little girl, now a Senior, 

Sits rubbing her curly pate. 

The trouble now is Physics, 

These problems won’t work any way! 

She’s been working on them for hours 
And must hand them in the next day. 

Oh, it surely is fine for a Senior, 

To be looked upon as a star, 

And there isn’t a class in the High School 
That with it can come on a par! 

But you have just as much work and worry 
As ever you had before. 

The moral—Don’t look for less trouble 
Or you’re sure to run up against more. 

LULLABY, BY A JUNIOR 
Mary Orcutt. 

(To the tune of “Oh Hush Thee, My Baby.”) 

Oh, hush thee, my Freshy, thy boss is a Soph, 

Thy head-man a Junior whom thou shouldst not scoff. 
The rights and the duties belonging to me 
Shall never, no, never be given to thee. 

Oh, hush thee, my Sophies, thy boss rules above, 
Thy head-man a Senior, whom thou shouldst not love. 
Of course we all know you have left your long dress, 
But ease comes with age, and your failure with rest! 

Oh, hush thee, my Seniors, I know you are proud, 

But soon you will vanish away as a cloud. 

And then, in your absence, the Juniors will stand, 
Uplifting their dignity throughout the land. 
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H JVIistaken 'Celegram 


By Iola Edwards, ’16. 

“I am a bachelor, by name John Hale; I came ont to Arizona 
from Chicago about two years ago, and it is here in Casa Grande 
that I am known as ‘Jack the Bachelor.” You have heard some¬ 
thing about my ‘mistaken telegram V Well, I will tell you all 
about it. 

About a year ago, while I was working out at my mine, a man 
rode up to my house and asked if I were Jack Hale. 

“I answered, ‘I am; can I do anything for you?’ 

“‘No, but I have a telegram for you.’ 

“He handed the telegram to me and this is what I read: 

“ ‘Mr. Jack Hale: 

“ ‘Meet me at the 1:30 train, Wednesday, Nov. 14. 

“ ‘EVELLYN GRAY.’ 

“Now I had never met anybody by that name in all my life! I 
turned to the messenger and said, ‘I’m afraid you have made a 
mistake; T have never met this young lady. Please read this and tell 
me what to do.’ 

“He looked over the telegram and with a half humorous, half 
quizzical look said: ‘Well, this is Monday. 1 guess you have plenty 
of time to get to that train.’ 

“ ‘But I can’t go to meet a young lady I never met.’ 

“‘Humph! You are Bachelor Jack; I thought you weren’t 
afraid of any girl,’ he answered laughingly. 

“That decided me,—I would go to meet that girl or die. I 
would not have people saying that ‘Bachelor Jack’ was afraid of a 
girl. After the interested messenger left, I proceeded to fix up the 
place so it could be left for a few days. 

“Next morning, after breakfast, I saddled my horse, and started 
for town. I arrived about noon, and, leaving my broncho at a livery 
stable, started to find something to eat. In the afternoon I went to 
the store and bought a new outfit so I could meet the girl in good 
s'yle. 

“The next day I went down to the station about an hour too 
early, and if I walked rp and down that platform once, I did a 
hundred times. 

“The train drew up at exactly 1:30 and I began to look for 
Evellyn Gray. Too pretty young girls came off the train together, 
then—the prettiest girl I ever laid eyes on, got off. I was sure she 
was Evellyn Gray, because that was the way I imagined she would 
look. She was of medium height and slender, with beautiful brown 
eyes and hair. She had a lovely complexion and was indescribably 
charming. 

“Taking off my hat, I advanced and asked if she were Miss 
Gfray. She said she was and wanted to know if I were Jack and had 
received her telegram. 

“ ‘Yes, I am Jack, and your telegram came last Monday/ Then 
picking up her suit case, I started to lead the way to a hotel. 
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“The next thing she asked me nearly stunned me—‘ IIow is 
your wife?’ 

“ ‘My wife! Why I am Bachelor Jack, I haven't any wife.' 

“Just then Jack Bale, an old friend of mine, came up with 
‘ Kvellyn, is this really you?’ 

“He told her that he was Jack Bale, and that his wife had dinner 
waiting for them at home. 

“She looked surprised and asked me how I had received her 
telegram. After looking at the telegram and explaining, we found 
that the telegraph operator had made a mistake, and put II instead 
of B, so that it read Jack Hale. 

“Jack Bale asked me to stay for supper with them and I ac¬ 
cepted gladly, for I thought 1 would like to know Evellyn Gray 
better. Lately I have been over there quite often, and boys, I guess 
you won’t be able to call me ‘Bachelor Jack’ much longer, as 1 am 
to be married this Christmas. If 1 knew that telegraph operator, 1 
worM be his friend for life!” 


'Cbe practical Value of Latin 


By Dorothy Dadmun, ’15. 


For practical value there is nothing like Latin; it trains the mind, 
develops the ability in correct reasoning, and is a wonderful help in 
the use of the English language. 

It is surprising how one’s ability to think quickly and accu¬ 
rately is developed in the Latin class, particularly when one is in 
the habit of coming to class without previous acquaintance with the 
lesson; for it then becomes necessary to invent a translation (at 
least, that is what I suppose is done). Or perhaps, it is only the 
heaven-sent inspiration vouchsafed to the student of Latin, which 
enables some people to give the most fluent translations without 
preparation. 

Have you ever noticed that some students can come to clas>, 
particularly the English class, without the slightest preparation, and 
make the most brilliant recitations? Inquire into the matter; you 
will find that these wonderful students have had Latin. 

As for its practical value in regard to the use of English, it is 
marvelous. After taking up the study, one is perfectly safe in going 
to any English class without looking up any words, even if he has 
never happened to see them before. A Latin student can tell imme¬ 
diately the meaning of the most difficult word upon the first hearing, 
for he knows from what it is derived. For example, even though a 
student has never heard or seen the word “unique” before, he 
knows instantly its meaning; for is it not derived directly from the 
Latin “unus”, meaning one, and “equus”, meaning horse? There¬ 
fore, does it not mean “one horse”? As for restaurant, it is evi¬ 
dently derived from “res”, meaning thing, “taurus”, meaning bull. 
Hence, restaurant—bully thing. 

By all means study Latin—there is nothing like it! 
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H Glimpse into the future 

(With Apologies to Poe.) 


Angeline Loustalet, 15. 


I. 

Once, upon a midnight dreary, 
While I slept with senses weary 
With the arduous task of learning, 
Learning, so that \ might pass. 
Gradually I fell to dreaming 
Of the future and its seeming. 

Of the fame or fortune waiting 
For each member of our class. 


II. 

First, before my vision passing 
Came great crowds of people massing 
For a lecture to be given 
By a woman of renown. 

As I listened to her teaching, 

Which was learned and far-reaching, 

I discovered it was Dotty, 

Dotty Dadmun of our town. 

III. 

Next before my vision passes. 

One who stood well in his classes, 

And he looks so proud and happy, 

With his pockets running o’er, 

That I straightway fall to pondering 
In what gold-field Pratt's been wandering, 
Till I find him later stationed 
In a fine, large grocery store. 

IV. 

Now the dream seems to be changing, 
Broad and grand before me ranging 
Is a race track large and prosperous, 
Prosperous with the sporting pace. 
Round the track with auto spinning, 
Edgar, with a smile so winning, 

And with courage never faltering 
Rushes on to win the race. 
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Y. 

Then, once more, the scene was shifted, 
And the curtain, when it lifted, 

Showed a broad expanse of ocean 
On whose heaving bosom grand, 

Great white battleships were standing. 
And there Elbert was commanding 
While he watches every motion 
Of the fast receding land. 

VI. 

in the port is great commotion, 

Even more than on the ocean, 

To a grand reception given 
Flocked the people in a whirl. 

And the ladies, in a butter, 

You may hear them softly utter. 

Each, with smile and blush and pleasure 
Just the name of General Curl. 

VH. 

“Now,” T thought, “well hear of Mary 
And the future she’s preparing.” 

But the dream began to darken, 

In a moment it was gone. 

“Tell me, vision, pray what honor?” 
Answer faintly—“Prima donna.” 
Fainter, fainter, grew the vision 
Till at last it seemed like dawn. 

VIII. 

Once, again, T cried dispairing, 

“Show for what I am preparing? 

Why I study late and early 

With such desperate haste and care?” 
But the dream had left no token, 

And the silence was unbroken, 

Till a voice called up the stairway,— 
“Come, for school you must prepareP 


















A spread was given by a few of the girls in the Domestic Science 
room the other noon. Eleven girls were present. Among them were 
Eunice Harris, Virginia Gilchrist, Ella Toner, Edna Brainard, Lydia 
Klein, Marguerite MacKenzie, Helen Fritz, Angeline Loustalet, Mary 
Harbison and Carolyn Mason. Everyone -said they enjoyed it very 
much, having eaten on paper plates and therefore preventing their 
washing dishes. 

The W. D. P. boys gave a dance at the Olivewood club house on 
Ihe evening of October 4, 1913. Delicious punch was served, and 
everybody enjoyed the good music. A large crowd was invited and 
they all had a jolly good time. 

The Sophomores gave a reception to the whole school in honor 
of the Freshmen. The superior classmen had great fun in dressing 
Ihe Freshmen up. A speech was made by Allen Mason, the president 
of the Sophomore class, informing the younger set to obey the Sopho¬ 
mores. Rual Robinson, the youngest of the Freshmen class, being only 
nine years old, was dressed up as a small baby and given a ride in a 
baby carriage. A contest was given between Milton McCool and 
Gilbert Fritz as to which could eat a blackberry pie the faster. Milton 
was glad to report that he was the winner, and also that he enjoyed 
the delicious blackberry pie. Light refreshments were served in the 
front corridors, and after the stunts were over, they all went outside 
and played games. 
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Miss Virginia Gilchrist entertained a number of girls and boys at 
her home the evening of Oct. 18, 1013. The first part of the evening 
was spent in dancing and afterwards playing cards and making candy. 
The boys, having such a good time, forgot the late hour of the even¬ 
ing, so one of the party played “Home Sweet Home.” After the 
boys’ final departure, the girls, having planned for a slumber party 
that night, gathered around the fireplace and toasted marshmallows, 
and told various stories. For further information about the stories 
ask the members of the club. Early the next morning the girls were 
awakened by a loud strain, we can’t get ’em up, we can’t get ’em up, 
we can’t get ’em up this morning. A number of pictures were taken 
of the girls on Sunday morning. 

The Lafalot girls gave a Hallowe’en party at the home of Mar- 
Marguerite MacKenzie. The evening was spent playing various 
Hallowe’en games. They went down into the cellar in search of their 
fortunes, some coming back with pleased faces, and others with 
thoughts of their death-bed. Very delightful refreshments were 
served in a beautifully decorated room. Among those present were 
Eugene Pratt, Donald Burnham, Elden Pecka, Louis Leffert, Allen 
Mason, Carl Haynie, Roy Harris, Jim McKenzie, Edgar Boal, Olive 
Donohue, Cecil Clayton, Eunice Harris. Virginia Gilchrist, Lydia 
Klein, Carolyn Mason, Ella Toner and Marguerite McKenzie. All 
those managing to escape the ghostly-looking skeleton standing at 
the door, departed in the rain, but with the thoughts of their good 
time. 

The Junior and Senior girls met at the school house on Saturday, 
October 25, 1913. The morning was taken up in arranging the Girls’ 
Rest Room. When they had finished it w T as agreed by all that the 
work had not been in vain. A light luncheon was then served, after 
which the Seniors were entertained with a band concert given by the 
Junior girls. They were very much delighted with Ihe trombone 
solo and a violin solo, which were performed with great skill. Some 
of the great actresses of the day were imitated by the Seniors much 
to the delight of the Juniors. The Seniors were then shown some of 
the latest steps as danced by the Billy-duck, which ended the pro¬ 
gram for the afternoon. They all declared they had had a delightful 
time and would meet again. 
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Local JNotes 


High School commenced this year with an attendance of nearly 
160, and new pupils have been enrolling ever since. 

Class teachers were appointed for the different classes, soon 
after school started. These teachers are to be present at meetings 
held by the classes, and we are all glad that we have a class teacher. 
The ones appointed were. Miss Worden, Senior; Miss Emery, Junior; 
Miss Southwick, Sophomore; and Mr. Mowry, Freshmen. 

Three days out of every week, the assembly period is used by 
the teachers in bringing some interesting subject before the Student 
Body. This is proving to be very interesting, and we have listened 
to a number of helpful articles and lectures. 

On the 15th of October H. J. Baldwin, the county superintend¬ 
ent visited our school. With him was Mr, C. A. Christodoro of Point 
Loma, who gave an interesting talk on the “Use of Spelling and 
W riting.” 

The following are the presidents of the different classes: Nora 
McOune, Senior; Elbert Crumley, Junior; Allan Mason, Sophomore; 
Carl Ilavnie, Freshman. 

The Medieval History class held a debate on the following ques¬ 
tion : “Resolved, that Charles the Great is more deserving of his title 
than Alexander the Great.’’ The affirmative was Thomas Wade, 
Naomi Rust; negative, Milton Niedfelt, lola Edwards. The negative 
won the debate. 

The W. D. P. boys held their first meeting of this year at the 
home of Charles Willoughby. 

Friday, November 3rd, the girls had a candy sale for the purpose 
of raising money for the Girls’ Rest Room. Over five dollars was 
made. 

Louis Leffert has returned to school, after his week’s trip to 
Imperial Valley. 

The volley ball courts have been completed and both boys and 
girls have organized teams. The tennis court is not yet finishd. 

The assembly period on Wednesday, November 3rd, was devoted 
to the Student Body. Two yell leaders, Roy Harris, and Allan Mason, 
were elected. 

After spending a week camping at Ramona, Elbert Crumley and 
Blair Cantwell have returned to school. 

Another debate, “Resolved, that William the Conqueror was jus¬ 
tified in the conquest of England,” was given in the English History 
class. Affirmative was Elbert Crumley; negative, Irving Dadmun. 

Howard Young, a member of the Senior class, also a member of 
the Orchestra, has moved to Oregon. We were sorry to lose such a 
good member of the orchestra. 












The “Red and Gray’’ is now starting out upon another year, 
which we mean to make the most successful in the history of our 
paper. The “Red and Gray” will be issued quarterly this year, and 
since it will not come as often as before, we are going to make up 
Tor it in the size. We invite friendly crticism and we shall give it, 
wherever needed, hoping that it will be received in the same spirit 
with which it is given. 

We have .received very few exchanges, so far, so our list is not as 
long as we expect that it will be next time. 

The Wilmerding Life, San Francsico. We were glad to see you 
(his year. You have a very well arranged paper, and a fine literary 
department, something that is overlooked in a great many papers. 
Come again. 

The Crimson, Louisville, Kentucky. We always enjoy your 
paper. Couldn’t you do better in your literary department? Your 
paper is well arranged. 

r The Gong, Escondido, Cal. You ha ve a fine literary department. 
Your school certainly has a wide field of activities this year. But 
where are your jokes? They do a great deal to brighten up a paper. 

The Lilliputian Canton, New York. AVe have to see a larger lit¬ 
erary department in your paper next time. 

The Oracle, Plainfield, New Jersey. We suppose this is the 
Freshman number. You publish a good paper, and we will be <dad 
to exchange with you. 
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Hlumni J'fotes 


National City High School is well represented in the California 
col leges,'as well as in those of other states, since a large percentage of 
each class have elected special lines along which to pursue their 
studies. We are glad to note their progress, and are always glad to 
hear that pupils who have attended National City High School are 
succeeding. 

Gardner Spring, Helen Hall, and Lillian Charleton are students 
at Berkeley, and are enjoying the college life. 

Marion Boal and Harold Burnham are at Stanford. 

Monroe Hamilton, ’13, and Elmer Crumley, ’12, are at Oregon 
Agricultural College, specializing in agriculture. 

George Go wan, ’13, is attending Junior College, at Bakersfield. 

Marguerite Beckett, ’12, is teaching in the National City primary 
grades. 

Almost all of the girls of ’13 are attending the Normal, at San 
Diego, so we see them often. Elnora Ball, Olive Donohue, Genevieve 
Austin, Genevieve higgle, Eula Johnson, and Ella Billings are among 
the number. 

Only one of the girls of the class of ’13 has entered the matri¬ 
monial ranks. This is Mathilde Hall, and from reports, we under¬ 
stand she is enjoying her married life. 














There’ve been remarks throughout the year, 

And some of these we’ve chanced to hear; 

About Atheletics that we’ve had, 

And how these things are very bad. 

That spirit, which is there revealed 
Upon the struggling Volley field. 

Is just the same, although you sneer, 

As that which makes the volunteer. 

—Lydia Klein, ’15. 

Why haven’t the girls more S-p-i-r-i-t? 

The game of Volley -ball has just been introduced this year in 
111 eschool. Very little is known about the game among the girls, and 
so far, they have greeted it with little enthusiasm. If the girls could 
realize what it would mean to them, they would surely take a greater 
interest in it. The game is valuable from a hygienic standpoint. The 
ball, when in play, is almost constantly above the head. This makes 
it necessary for the player to raise the arms above the head, which 
has a marked effect in broadening the chest. Quick and accurate 
judgment is developed by receiving and returning the ball advan¬ 
tageously for one’s side. 
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The game cures “the blues” and dusts the cobwebs from weary 
brains, when one has been in the school room bending over a book all 
the morning. A person would feel more fresh and ready for “new 
^01 Ids to conquer” after an interesting game of Volley-ball. Fur¬ 
thermore it is not so strenuous but that any girl in the High School 
can play it. 

At tlie first Athletic meeting for the girls, it was decided that 
the games to be played this year should be Basket-ball, Volley-ball, 
and l'ennis. The Volley-ball teams are not fully organized and the 
Basket-ball was so late in coming that nothing has been accomplished 
along this line of work. It is hoped that the Tennis apparatus will 
arrive soon so that the girls’ athletics will be in full swing before many 
weeks have passed. 

Cleo Crumley was elected as manager of the girls’ Volley-ball 
team and Mable Eggleston has been elected as manager of the Fresh¬ 
man team. 


Boys’ Htbletics 


As football is prohibited in our school this year, at the last 
athletic meet.ng it was decided to substitute volley-ball and tennis. 

Great interest has been taken in volley-ball this year, class teams 
have been arranged, and a first school team. The first team played 
Id e Playgrounds on Friday, November 7. and won two games out of 
the three game series. Scores, 21-5, 21-18. A return game will be 
played at the Playgrounds on Tuesday, November 11. 

In previous years not much interest was taken in tennis, but now 
we have two tennis courts in course of construction. Work will be 
resumed Wednesday, November 12, and we hope to have it in good 
<\ ndition very soon. 

Tryouts for the basket-ball teams will begin this week, and we 
are looking forward to two strong teams. Interclass teams will be 
organized outside of the first and second teams. The season opens 
December 5, and will continue until the middle of February. 

















The world is old, yet likes to laugh! 

New jokes are hard to find; 

A whole new editorial staff' 

Can’t tickle all mankind. 

So, if you meet some ancient joke 
Decked out in modern guise, 

Don’t frown and call the think a poke, 

Just laugh—don’t be too wise. 

—Exchange. 

Miss Emery (English TV)—“Please bring funny stories to class 
tomorrow, but don’t all look in the Homely Ladies’ Journal for them.” 

A Freshman stood on the burning deck; 

As far as we can learn 
He stood in perfect safety, 

For he was too green to burn. 
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Brutus met his friend Julius on the steps of the forum. “Hello! 
Caesar, old scout! You are looking fine this morning. IIow many 
dishes of cereal did you eat at breakfast?” 

“Et tu, Brute.” 

Clara—“The funniest thing happened last night. I left my 
watch upstairs and it ran down.” 

Freshman (angrily to classmate)—“You’re the biggest idiot in 
school.” 

Mr. Martin—“Hold cn there, boys; you seem to forget that I’m 
here.” 

Wanted: Something to cut off my wind when I talk in A. S. B. 
meetings.—Roy Harris. 

Found: On Mr. Seymour’s desk—a chamios, with some pink 
powder on it. 

Mrs. Leffert—“Louis, you hadn’t better go to the dance in this 
rain. You know your rubbers leak.” 

Louis—“That’s nothing. I have pumps inside of them.” 

Miss Emery—“What’s the meaning of the term ‘examination’?” 

Whisper—“Today’s dose of Dante’s Inferno.” 

If Allen is a Mason, is John a Gardner? 

Proud Mother—“My Tommy shall be a literary man.” 

Neighbor—“Indeed he may (aside) the little dickers.” 

Son—“Pop, why dees the moon get full?” 

Father—“I don’t know, don’t bother me.” 

Son—“I guess if the moon would stick closer to the Milky Way 
it wouldn’t get full, would it?”—Ex. 

1015— “Will you hold this fountain pen for me?” 

1016— “Why?” 

1015—“Because its liable to run.” 

Teacher—“What is the highest form of animal life, Tommy?” 

Tommy—“The giraffe.”—(Pelican). 

She—“Do you really think my hands are pretty small?” 

He—“I think they’re simply great!”—(Baltimore American). 

“I am surprised,” said the parson, to a youngster indulging in 
Sunday morning fishing, “to find you fishing here.” 

“Why?” asked the boy, “d’ye know any place where they bite 
better?” 

Teacher—“Harold, you may spell automobile.” 

Harold (flushed and excited)—“I—T can’t get it started.” 

Miss Payne—“Fred, will you make up a sentence using the word 
‘notwithstanding.’ ” 

Fresliie Wagner—“Sure; the cow was tired but notwithstand- 
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This Kraft is a noble young man. 

Who one day from a class got the ‘‘can’’ 

If he didn’t work hard 
He’d be on the discard. 

For he was under the “Emery ban”. 

Irishman (to German in crowded street car)—“Hey will youse 
Kindly remove your lubberly carcass from my foot?” 

German—“Well, weren’t your foots meant to valk on yet?” 
Irishman—“Yes, begorry, but that privilege belongs to me.” 

Suffragettes at the Circus. 

We want voting reform! 

We want social reform! 

(Voices from the crowd) “Oh, no! You want chloroform!” 

“Oh tell me, dearest,” whispered she, 

“Without me, what would living be?” 

And looking up with troubled eye, 

“Cheaper,” he faintly did reply. 

First—“I had to kill my dog yesterday.” 

Second—“Was he mad?” 

First—“Yes, he was rather angry.” 

“Say, Kiddo, you left something behind you.” 

“What?” 

“Your tracks.” 

Swedish Woman—“I vant some talcum powder.” 

Druggist—‘ ‘ Mennens ? ’ ’ 

S. W. (at the top of her voice)—“No, vimmens.” 

To publish a school paper, 

Is but little fun; 

Especially if subscribers 
Won’t remit the “mun”. 

Getting Along Backward. 

“How is your boy, Fritz, getting along in der college?” 

“Ach! he is halfback in der football team, und all der vay back 
in his studies.” 

The very worst habit to get in you head 

Is to send girls flowers, before they are dead.— (Siren) 

F—ierce lessons. 

L—ate hours. 

U—nexpected company. 

N—othing prepared. 

K—nocked standing. 
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TF^ADE /cT HOME 

Everybody help the High School boys and girls Boost 
for National City and her Merchants. 

SEE 

J. J. Skinner, for FURNITURE 

Rice Block, National City, California 


National Basket Grocery 

RICE BLOCK, NATIONAL CITY, CALIFORNIA 

We would like to serve you withfresh goods atlowest 
cash prices, we turn our stock often, consequently 
our crackers, cakes and candies are always fresh. 
We have a large line of food-stuffs suitable for 
lunches. Give us a trial boys and girls, and be 
convinced. 

Telephone: Pacific National 248W 


SAN DIEGO L>AND CO., 

NATIONAL CITY, 

California 

LOTS IN: 

National City 
San Diego 
Chula Vista 

ACREAGE IN: 

San Diego 
National City 
Chula Vista 
National Ranch 


low Covers, Pin Cushions, and every thing made from felt. We 
have samples of over 300 Class Pins made from Sterling Silver, 
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Columbia 


Racycle 


MOORE’S 

For High Grade BICYCLES 

Iver Johnson 827 Sixth Street Appeal 


—MALTA SQUARE— 

Own a beautiful Surburban homesite 2 blocks from the electric cars and 
the business district of CHULA VISTA, with an unexcelled marine and 
mountain view. 

Half Acre Lots $900.00 up 

Including paved sidewalks and streets graded, will arrainge terms to 
suit your income. Building Restrictions and architectural supervision as¬ 
suring choice home surroundings. A pleasure to show you this beautiful 
tract. Phone or call: 

J. E. McFADDEN Co. Inc. 


DAN LYONS FRED THOMAS 

Farmers’ Implement and Vehicle Supply House 

LYONS IMPLEMENT CO. 

DEALERS IN 

Implements and Vehicles 

Studebaker Carriages and Wagons Case Automobiles 

Oliver Plows Inperial Plows Cultivators Osborn Mowers 

I. H. C. Engines Road Machinery Deering Mowers McCormick Mowers 
Poultry and Stock Fence ‘ Auto Trucks 

Corner Fourth and G Streets San Diego, Cal. 


Dr. E. M. FLY, President B. J. EDMONDS, Cashier 

OLIVER BOWER, Asst. Cashier 

fEOPLES JS1ATIONAL BANK 

of NATIONAL CITY 

Interest paid on time accounts. 

Safety Deposit boxes for rent. 


Gold Filled, 10K and 14 K. Look at our samples, see the quality 
of work, put your class idea on the class pin, don’t be imitators, be 



















THE RED AND GRAY 



Sunset 60J. R. F D. No. 1. 

JYL H. Knight, 

Contracting ttlork. 

Cement Work, Cisterns and Cesspools 
Dug, Ceptic Tanks Constructed. 

General Job COork. 

NATIONAL CITY, CAL. 

The Only Complete Line In The City 

OP 

Drawing Instruments, Supplies and 
All Technical Goods 

Special Prices To High. S School StAidents 

RODNEY STOKES CO., 

858 THIRD ST. SAN DIEUO, CALIF. 


Its like constant coasting 

when riding in a 

HUDSON 

Two Models: 

54—6 Cyl. 7 pass. 

Light 40—6 Cyl. 2-4-6 pass. 
Don't fail to see them at 

THE TIOGA GARAGE 

3rd and B Streets SAN DIEGO, Cal. 


originators. These Pins are made by the Utley’s Inc. New York. 
The College Shop of this concern, I simply can't describe on the 
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CLOSING OUT 

$10.00 DOWN—$10.00 
Per MONTH 

Beautiful Building Lots 

Irving Place 

NATIONAL CITY 

ALL LOTS 50x130 

All street grading, sidewalks and curbs in and paid for. 

Gas, Water, Electricity, Good Street Car Service—5c Fare, 
30 minutes from 5th and D Sts. 

We will built to suit purchaser on $25.00 a month payments. 
There are only a few of these choice lots left and we make this 
exceptional offer on terms as an inducement for closing this 
property out at once. 

If you have not seen this property, our autos are at your 
service. 

San Diego Subdivision Co. 

1550 Broadway—Both Phones 

(Members San Diego Realty Board) 


small amount of space allowed for this notice. Come to the offices 
of C. A. Bachman System 204-5-6 Timken Bldg, and inspect 
these goods. 
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—33 ENTI8 Ts=— 

J. CURTIS SNOOK, D.D.S. 

6th St. & National Ave. National City, Cal. 


LOZIER & BLANCHARD 

ELECTRIC WIRING & FIXTURES 

8th Street, Between National <& A Avenue 
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YOU SHOULD READ THE HOME PAPER 

THE NATIONAL CITY 

NEWS 

A Live. Progressive Weekly 

Subscription Rates $1.00 per Year 

Read the NEWS for School Notes of Interest Every Week 


Our JOB Department will satisfy you. 
Programs. Announcements, etc., etc., art¬ 
istically DONE AT REASONABLE FIGURES. ALL 

kinds of Commercial Printing . 
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Printers of The Red and Gray 
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Peed (lh ytor 

EDMONDS BLOCK 

Maybe Mother did’nt have time to prepare your luncheon. 

Let us help you out. 

We’ve the Cookies, Tinned Meats, Cakes, Pies, Potato Chips, 
-;> well anyway enuf to send that hungry feeling* a running. 

R66D CLHYTOR M0RC, CO 


























































